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Editor s Vote 


2001 marks the 33" anniversary of Ex Umbra. Through these many 
years, this magazine has captured the talents of the students at such 
a fine institution, our own NCCU. Ex Umbra carries on a legacy of 
liberating the creativity that many students conceal. From its 
beginning, Ex Umbra has been the means by which student voices are 
heard, and a channel for their creativity to be expressed to the 
University community. Now, more than thirty year later, voices 
continue to come “out of the shadows,” hence the Latin term, Ex 
Umbra. The first Ex Umbra staff decided in 1968 that the voice of 
our students was too much in the dark. It needed to be liberated, to 
be able to express itself. The voices of the students needed to be 
brought to the light of publication where others could recognize their 
talent and enjoy their work. 


This volume comes to you as the result of a hard-working staff, a very 
dedicated faculty advisor and the students who submitted their works 
for our enjoyment. I thank the students who presented their works to 
this issue and ask that you continue to make your work a part of the 
University world. You have a voice in this world, and you deserve to 
be heard. I would like to thank the staff for their help and hard work 
with collecting these submissions and supporting the on-line editions 


and long hours of archiving. 
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If it were not for the dedication and persistence of Dr. Andrew 
Williams, this issue would not be in your hands today. Dr. Williams, 
I thank you for providing me the opportunity to serve as editor. 
Thank you for listening to my complaints and whines about life, and 
encouraging me to turn my pains into poetry. Creating this book with 
you has given me the chance to peer into my own creative genius and 
realize my fullest potential. I am grateful for this opportunity given 
to me and I will forever appreciate the marvelous light of recognition 
that you have shown on me. You have brought me out of the 
darkness, into my own Ex Umbra. Thank you very much. 


It is with the utmost pride and passion that I present this issue to you. 
With the help of the student body we, the Ex Umbra staff are able to 
stand by our creation and truly call it our own. These artists have 
tapped into the passion that lies deep within them and put their 
passions to paper. Thank you North Carolina Central University for 
allowing the opportunity once again to free our imaginations. 


Chrystal Diane Ingram, Editor 2000-01 


Imagination is the true magic carpet. —Norman Vincent Peale 
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An Understanding 


And little can be said 

to save what we had. 

No hard feelings at all, 

it’s not our fault. 

Well, at least not mine. 
The blame is not on you 
you know not what you do. 


You didn’t understand 

that we had. an understanding. 
So much pressure on you, 

a love that’s too demanding. 
We know what we must do now 
because of what you did. 


It will soon become a memory in my minds’ past, 
but not in my heart, forever it will last. 

The pain is light now, 

I act as if I don’t care. 

As time goes by it will hurt more, 

and the weight I will have to bear. 

Somewhat of a burden that will not go away. 

I’ll forget you now and forgive you every day. 
You had a choice, the decision was made 

to ignore all the love I gave. 


Franklin R. Rich 
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Beyond the Clouds 


Beyond the clouds I stretch my eyes to see 

a world full of mystery that 1s hidden from me. 
Wondering if this is the answer to all my prayers, 
is that God’s face I see peeking out of there? 


I’ve been told a silver lining I’m sure to find, 

if I continue to believe and look to the Divine. 

Only He can fulfill all our needs and wants. 

He forgets and forgives, He’s the author of do’s and don’ts. 


From a babe all faith in Him is instilled, 

when he removes the cloud all things are revealed. 

He continually shows how to forgive and forget, 

Thank God for His son, who has freed me from life’s debts. 


Deborah F. Watkins 


EXUMBRA VOLUME 37 


Brown Snappers 


I am tired and too weak to scream. 

Ihave fought, begged, pleaded and borrowed. 
I have options, but they don’t work for me. 
What do I do, where do I go? 

Who will see me, 

feel me, hear me, love me, 

or understand me? 

No I am not swell, or chum or pleased. 

I am hurt because they deny me, 

rob me, and tell me 

that I am not good enough. 

I don’t care and I don’t mind the struggle 
because I know sometimes 

they are unkind. 

I plan to fight for what I deserve 

and not for what the man is willing to give me. 


But wait, I have one question for all my brothers and sisters. 
Why do we continue? 

To deny me always playing this craps game of pain. 

You are my enemy and | am yours, 

but now you want to listen and ask why. 

Simple. Division. 

But who cares, MAN? 

Not us. 


Ericka S. Mason 
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Contemplations 


I used to be flabbergasted by people who 
committed suicide, 

wondering what level of insanity 

facilitated such extreme action. 

I used to think it impossible to take your own life, 
cease your very own existence 

while possessing all mental faculties. 

I used to feel powerless with the knife 
gripped in my own hands. 

Or looking over the ledge of a rocky sea-cliff. 
I used to know when to let go 

of the craziness this world 

feeds me daily, eroding my resistance 

to these inclinations. Now, 

I see that it is the ultimate escape 

from our incapabilities to cope. 

I realize it is the sanest of folks 

who end their lives. 

I know true power lies in the will and desire 
to drive that knife deep and twist. 

I can no longer recognize the difference between 
the dementia I create and that of the world. 
Now, I want it, I crave it, I yearn for it. 

I welcome it and so bid it come. 


Gregory Walter Ellis 
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Dear Creampuff 


If I could only get you off my mind tonight, 

I might be able to retain my sanity. 

I happens every time that I see you. 

Thoughts of you become engraved 

in my mind’s eye and your voice echoes 

in my ears and heart right down to my very soul. 


If sleep would ever come upon me this eve, 

we would meet discreetly 

in the safety of my dreams once again. 

Quietly finding complete comfort 

in our tangled embrace, 

I finally feel whole as your cheek rests against mine, 
and your soft, warm breath caresses my neck. 

Please let me never wake from this piece of heaven. 


If the sun should rise and awake me without you, 
it would be a cold sun that begins my morning. 
Only cruel shades of gray 

would light the eastern horizon. 

Gone are the colorful hues of the sunrise 

and the warmth of the daytime sun 

that all others feel. 
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You hold them captive. 
Only you alone 

would be able 

to return them 

to my life. 

If I could gently 

touch you and kiss 
your tender lips, you 
would have no doubts 
about how much I love you. 
I need not even speak 

a single word; 

for no words, in 

any combination 

or language, 

could fully explain 

my deepest devotion 
and desire for you. 


Dundee 
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Distant Lover 


There must be a way to love from a distance 
so that mind and heart are protected from the elements 
that readily weather your essence to mere rubble and grit. 


There must be a way to love from a distance, 
for self-preservation is of utmost importance 
in order to function within the boundaries created. 


There must be a way to love from a distance, 
to feel “in love,” to know “‘in love,” to stay “in love” 
to the harness the emotion and safeguard the passion. 


There must be a way to love from a distance 
without true connection of souls and senses, 
without submission and release to either. 


There may be a way to love from a distance, 
should you be of fickle substance and weak intellect. 
But for true love, draw nearer. 


Trevor McMillon 
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Dreams Let Down 


Held by hope 
supported by youth 
created from love 
dreams 

let down 


Not enough truth 
too much hope 
stable wishes 
shaky chances 


Dreams of love (dreams of love) 
dreams of forever (dreams of forever) 
no boundaries 

whatsoever 


Thoughts of anything possible 

unsure choices 

far fetched ideas 

not thinking of the future (thinking) 
but dreaming of the future (dreaming) 


Dreams let down 


Forrest McKinley 
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Fallen 


How could I let myself fall 

for a love that’s no love at all? 
Feelings for someone 

who to me is no one. 

Why did I catch some love, 
thoughts of happiness? 
Nevertheless, I did. 

Now I’m trying 

to keep myself from crying 

over nothing. 

How could I let myself 

chase a fantasy? 

A fantasy that didn’t include me. 
Leading myself to hurt the 

only heart I have. 

The question now is can I let go 
of something I don’t have a hold of? 
How could you 

let me fall? 


Joseph Wright 
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Heart of a Child 


If I could but touch the heart of a child, 

I'd want them to know it’s okay to smile. 
To enjoy their life while they’re still young, 
and let no one take their dreams to come. 


If I could but touch the heart of a child, 

Id tell them to strive harder, count each success a mile. 
To consider things important as blessings they’ ve got, 
stopping at nothing, aiming for the top. 


If I could but touch the heart of a child, 

I'd tell them that God is the only thing in style. 

That by putting Him first in all that they do 

He’ll sustain them for life, making old creatures new. 


Deborah F. Watkins 


12 


EXUMBRA VOLUME 37. 


Voodoo Blues 
Inspired by Jimi Hendrix 


Voodoo child 

in the distance, 
now in my presence. 
Dazzling upon first sight, 
blinded by her 
glowing aura. 
Tempting my 
undisciplined heart 
toward her flesh. 
She has a 

voodoo spell 

over me, 
controlling me. 
Pain shoots 
through my spirit 
like bullets 
through a napkin; 
tearing me 

to shreds. 

Indeed, 

I’m in a spell, 

over you. 

Voodoo child. 


Jonathan Patton 
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Keep on Playing, Baby 


Have you ever heard the perfect melody? 

No matter how much you play it 

over and over again 

you crave to hear it one more time. 

Even if it was played in a different key you could identify it. 
Even if the musicians switch roles and the bass 

was the lead man 

you can still feel the song. 


When played live you think you have heard it all. 

The band could hit a 20-minute set and you would be 

the only one there for 19 minutes and counting..... 

When the song is introduced, you feel chills up your spine. 
When the first note is played you feel a smile on your face. 
When the breakdown is being banged out 

you can feel your body move to every snare. 


When the high-hats are crisp you can feel yourself leave the ground 
for just a second. 

You can close your eyes and see the music. 

You can open your mind and see your feelings. 

You can open your heart and feel happy inside and out. 
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A feeling that you wish could last forever and the next day. 

If only you could hold on to that feeling and use it when needed. 
If you could take that feeling and multiply it 

by infinity. 

A feeling just for you, 

a feeling brought to you 

by the beautiful music. 

I want to thank you. 


Whenever I see you near, 

whenever I see your smile, 

whenever I feel your presence, 

whenever I hear your voice, 

my perfect beautiful melody starts to play from the beginning. 
Keep on playing, baby. 


Joseph Wright 
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The King of Pain 


I once asked God to stop the pain. 

He said, “You are king.” 

With a crown, 

I’m bound to defend the once 
unwilling knight of no feelings. 

I have fought many dragons to claim this throne. 
Dreams of having the next king come, 
nightmares of holding the title forever. 
I threw a spear at the sun, 

a signal left for God, 

to let him know I’m still waiting. 
Surrounded by soldiers, 

yielding cold hearts for sacrifice, 
holding hate for a hostage, 

sentenced to one hundred years. 

I think He is starting to rub off on us, 
while fear is in the same cell. 

Scaring himself, 

time moves slowly. 

Life stands still 

and it’s silent here. 

I raise my staff for respect. 

All bow for the King of Pain. 


Ryan Githens 
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Love 


Love has many powers. 

It can bring you to your knees; 
can rip your heart like paper 
then mend it back with ease; 
can draw out tears of sadness 
and also tears of joy; 

can make us smile at someone 
who you are trying to ignore. 
Love is all around us 

no matter where we turn. 

Love is a soothing feeling 

that helps us sleep at night. 
Love makes us grab a loved one 
and hug them oh, so tight. 

Love has many powers 

as I said. 

But the most important thing of all 
is to remember, 

“God is Love.” 


Alonzo McMullen 
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Manless 


Little thing sings love songs written before her years 
first love, first face calls from the kitchen. 

“Baby come on now or you’re gonna be late.” 
Grandma-elder words 

spoken not to child 

but to adult robed in youth’s glory. 


Healing lady rubs palms of oil, 

lays shells in front, 

looks to them, 

looks through baby’s eyes and smiles 

touching her face ever so slightly says, 

“Mama, this child will bring you goodness and grace. 
This is a ladybug, a caterpillar before butterfly. 

For she will fly from amongst you, 

exceed you, 

but her sight will lose her.” 


Protect what warnings heeded incorrectly 


loved so dearly by women, 
loved by grandmas, great aunts, cousins 
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in overalls toting shotguns 

and mother’s lady friends 

protected from the unsightly 

presence of a man. 

“Now is they ask where your father is, 
tell them he’s in the Army.” 


Left always wondering 

what is a man, 

what is a father, 

where is my father, 

was I adopted? 

Questions split from the consciousness 

of a lonely girl child. 

Baby didn’t need one, 

hers was good for nothing and didn’t have anything. 


In dreams, mystical clouds revealed a man, 
dark and slim, curly thick black hair 

with a trim beard. 

Smooth voice and billowing chest, 
protecting her from unspoken fears, 

lips on forehead would kiss, 

uncluttering her unforgiving mind, 
professing his undying quest for loving her. 


ine 
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Maybe, a maybe that lasts underlying. 

A maybe child, 

maybe not. 

A maybe not pregnant woman with unborn child, 
belly protruding eight months into existence. 
Better not tell him, 

maybe boys would have become man 

for that first unborn child. 

Maybe baby turned little thing, 

turned ladybug reckless 

would have known love songs 

were for two. 

And in knowing, man would have 

known everything else. 

But he was out of her life, 

childless father, 

no fashion statements. 

Midnight bad date beatdowns 

or early morning ‘I love you daddy’ words. 
Would he know? 


And she forever will remain 

a fatherless daughter. 

Wonderful in every way except attitude. 

Left to wander the tunnels of pains past calling to her 
living life through 

a woman’s glory and her scorn. 


») 


Ladybug 
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Memories of a Love 


Remember all the days a beautiful smile 
was revealed? 

It was because of you. 
Remember the nights my silence 
became tears? 

You did that to me. 

Remember I was a better person? 
That was because of you. 
Remember that my heart 
shattered to pieces? 

You did that, too. 

Remember I said I would always 
love you? 

I still do. 

Remember the passion 

that thrived within me? 

You made those juices flow. 
Remember my heart 

was opened up? 

That was to let you in. 
Remember I quit? 

You showed me I couldn’t win. 
Remember? 

How can I forget? 


Priscilla Barfield 
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My Heart’s Big Downfall 


Sometimes, I cry with my arms open wide 
with nothing but air holding me. 

Tightly, I close my hands, 

trying to hold my tears inside, 

falling down to catch my heart. 

But it’s too late for me feeling bad. 

I can’t change time, or the time 

I spent with you. 

Wishing can only set me up 

for my heart’s big downfall. 


Can’t stop this heartbroken plot. 
Ican only sit and watch distraught. 
I want to close my eyes, 

but I can still see my fate. 

It’s too late. 

It’s far too late. 

My heart’s big downfall. 


Leonard Clemmons 
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Not Enough Me 


Too much love in my heart 

too much time on my hands 

I want to give you both. 

Just give me one small chance, 
the best offer I could give 

is you alone in my heart beating. 
I need your love to live. 


Too much space in between, 
too much words not said. 
Thoughts of you 

back and forth 

from my heart to my head. 


Too many fears, 

too much holding back. 

I could supply you with the love 
that your heart might lack. 


Too much of you, 
not enough of me. 
That’s why I can never tell you 


how things should be. 


Adam Marcus 
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Reflection of a Day Past 


As I lie down upon my bed 

after another day of hustle and bustle, 

my mind begins to reflect... 
Am I deserving of comforting rest? 
Am I really doing all I can do? 
Am I taking advantage of all | possess? 


We all have such vast potential. 
I lie and think, 

wouldn’t life be grand if we 
came close to the fulfillment 
of this great promise? 


No, no perfection is attainable, 

there is no doubt of this, 

after all, we are mere mortals, 

I mustn’t forget. 

Oh, but what heights we can climb 

if we constantly, 

each and every day, strive for this lofty goal. 
Are you a striver who makes the most 
of each day? 

Or are you a survivor 

who is content to see tomorrow 

after getting by today? 
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But as I rest tonight, 
reality begins to seep through 
and I shudder... 
hearing William James’ profound statement, 
“We have a habit of inferiority to our full self.” 


I suddenly open my eyes, 

now not tired in the least 

and I realize his words apply to me. 
And though there be thousands more 
like me, this is little consolation. 


Is reflection on a day past useful? 

ics Olives: 

I now drift off into deep sleep, 
knowing that the dawning of the new day 
will find a reinvigorated person. 

This new person will strive for the best, 
act for the best, 

hope for the best 

and take what comes. 

I, yes I, can handle it. 

I believe in lofty goals, 

I believe in making 

each day count. 
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Why waste such a precious gift 
as yourself, I ask you? 


Join me, join me in this quest. 
We can all be what we want, 
and more. 
Let’s all be able to say, 
as Sheehan said so succinctly, 
“T will not last forever, 
but I am damn well going 
to know that I have been here.” 


May each of your days begin in delight, 
and may each of your days end 


in newly acquired wisdom, 


as mine just has... 
after reflections of the day past. 


Lewis Bowling 
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Shadow 


The sunshine against your body 
makes a shadow, 
describing you to a tee. 
You walk gracefully towards me, 
I watch your every movement, 
staring at the shadow on the floor. 
You’re here in front of me, 
but I can’t see you. 
Come closer, closer. 
Your shadow moves 
as you speak to me. 
But I can’t hear a word you say. 
Listening to the shadow as it tells the truth. 
The truth of you, for you. 
Dear shadow tell me 
what she fears for me to know. 
Shadow, shadow give me the true her. 
The truth of her. 
Shadow tells all. 
The true her is told. 
Your shadow speaks, 
speaks to you. 
The truth, listen to the truth, 
listen to your shadow. 


Joseph Wright 
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Silent Cry 


Monotone, abandoned, terrified. 

The howling wind 

invaded my thoughts, threatened my peace, 
trembled my soul 

so mysteriously. 


Silent messenger 

quietly delivering 

and demanding my attention, 
begging for acceptance 

impatiently waiting to be repressed, 
wanting to be helpful, 

needing to be released. 


It is taking me deeper into unconsciousness, 
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making my lethargic soul see the light in the darkness. 


It halts my transition into womanhood. 


Threatening to smother me with it’s insistence 


the voice of the wise old woman in my head 


harmonizes with the howling wind until they are one 


flurry. 


Rolanda McKoy 
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Supreme Clientele 


I waited in silence 

and you came my way. 

You found me amongst the crowd. 
Singled me out and placed me 
above all. 

Sparked conversation 

and we began verbal elation. 

Like Jill Scott, 

we took a long walk. 

Shared “our situations, temptations 
education” and we found relaxation. 
Opened your heart and gave 
freely your love, unconditionally. 
We granted each other access 

into the unknown. 

Elevating onto levels higher 

than we ever have known. 

Like a Queen and King 

upon a throne, we sit. 

Our foundation stronger than love, 
for it is you who makes me strong. 


of 
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You are more than my friend, 
more than my lover, 

more than my man. 

Nothing but sunny days. 

No more tears on my pillow, 
because you wiped them all away. 
But I’m full aware of the fact 

that the weather may change. 


Our yellow sunrise may be clouded by gray. 
But by the grace of His love, 

we’ ll make it to see yet another day. 

You'll never stand alone, 

and you can put that on everything. 

King, even if you don’t believe, 

it is written in my brown eyes. 

You’re the only one for me. 


Tanicia R. Garris 
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Sweat Pants 


I keep my sweat pants with me wherever I go 

in case I need to cover up so that the real girl doesn’t show. 
I’m afraid to show you me. 

Afraid of what my friends will see, 

afraid that they may laugh or tease. 

Afraid that I will lose them. 


I'd like to remove my sweat pants 

to show you the real, true me. 

I want you to try to understand me and accept what you see. 
So, if you'll be patient and close your eyes 

Pll remove my sweat pants very slowly. 

It hurts me so to let the real me show. 


Now, my sweat pants have been stripped off. 

Here I am left naked, bare and cold. 

If you still like me with all that you see, 

you are my true friend, pure as can be. 

However, I must save my sweat pants, sneakers and big shirts, 
keeping them close by for those 

who don’t understand. Please understand that 

my sweat pants protect me as a sword or shield. 
Thank you for truly liking me. 

Please don’t be offended if I keep my sweat pants on 
until I like me, too. 


Shama L. Frazer 
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The River 


A river, that only God knows where it flows. 
Only I know that I love you so. 

You don’t understand when I grab your hand. 
You guide me 

through deep water of problems 

just by saying you'll be there. 

Never too deep; 

through raging waters 

you see me through the eye of the storm, 
hurricanes of pain 

come twisting by my side. 

You’re always listening. 

If you care, I don’t dare ask you 

because you see me through the seas of trouble, 
lakes that hinder me. 

You, my great defender, 

you’re my reason to stay afloat. 

I faced many streams of danger. 

Thanks to you, I won’t be washed ashore. 
Dilemmas are given to me 

with pure innocence. 

Waves of sacrifice I would make for you. 
We will never be brushed on the banks of life 
that are scorched by the blazing sun. 


Forrest McKinley 
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A Tribute to Professors 


To those professors who come to work early and leave late: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who keep their doors open: 
Thank you. ; 
To those professors who never give up on their students 
even when the students give up on themselves: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who tend to the concerns of students: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who provide lengthy writing and reading 
assignments: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who spend time on each lesson to ensure 
the understanding of the students: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who have to listen to scatterbrain excuses: 
Thank you. 
To those professors who stay up all night grading 
quizzes, tests and essays: 
Thank you. 
Although we students may not realize our full potential, 
we will one day succeed. 
Though it may seem that your work is all in vain, it is not. 
To all those professors, 
Thank you. 


Jonnetta Woodard 
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When I Meet My Baby 


Thinking of you 

has me feeling hopeless. 

You’re not with me, neither will you be. 
I see you every now and then 

and I think of you in between. 

Thinking of you 

has me on my mind’s edge. 


Ive felt your presence 

but never felt your hands. 

I stare at you gazing. 

Pd love you with all I can, daydreams of you 
have me sleeping when I’m wide awake. 
Falling for the love of you 

wish you would feel the same way. 


We don’t know each other; 

that’s the only obstacle in our way. 
How much longer do we have to wait, 
how much love do we have to waste? 
Our day will come. 

Only God knows when that will be, 
so no need for me to search. 

When I meet my baby, 

Pll know exactly who she is. 


Trevor McMillon 
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You Say 


You say 

life can’t be a fairy tale, 

love can’t be true, 

I can’t be Cinderella 

because I don’t fit the glass shoe. 


You say 

life can’t be a movie, 

love can’t be dreams, 

Ican’t be loved | 

because you don’t know what love means. 


You say 

life can’t be a novel, 

love can’t be a fantasy, 

I can’t be called special 

because you don’t know responsibility. 


You say 

life can’t be lived, 

love can’t be fulfilled, 

I can’t be happy 

because you can’t be real. 
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You say 

in life you can’t be loved, 

in love there is no gain, I can’t be in love 
because you are afraid of pain. 


I say 

life is precious, 

love is pleasure, 

we can be happy 

if we cherish our treasure. 


Priscilla Barfield 
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A Disgruntled Student 


I sit in class day after day, 

hearing my classmates say, 

“T don’t know why they’re THAT WAY.” 
I would like to ask them a question, 

Why are you straight? 


It pisses me off because you all 
claim to be pure 

heterosexuals. 

But day and night, 

you’re knocking at my door. 


I cannot fathom why you shun me for what I do. 
The fact is, you want to be down, too. 

I accept you all for what you are 

I’m gay, not a movie star 

or a specimen for you to view. 


Do not patronize me for what I am. 

You be you and let me be me. 

And stop commenting on my sexuality. 

I hold my tongue so my words don’t blast free, 
I am not bothering you, 

so why are you bothering me? 


Miss J 
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Goodbye Lover 


You think you know me, but you don’t. 

Your lies, your inhibitions subtract from my wants. 
You smile in my face and say your love is true 

but the truth is, I don’t know you. 


You hide things from me, 

but your secrets are ones that I can see straight through. 
Your lies and deceit ended me and you. 

Just think I gave you my love one hundred and fifty percent. 
I felt like a fool as I kneeled to repent. 

You took my heart and released all its gas. 

Popped like a balloon and deflated at last. 


I thought I loved you but now I know I don’t. 
I have a new lover and guess what, you don’t. 
Someone who knows what it is to love me 
and not the things that they want. 

It’s over now, can’t you see. 

Please stop calling me! 


P. Jones 
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Milk To Meat 


As I turn from milk to meat 

and the mists slowly start to divide. 

I begin to recognize wisdom in what was 

once nonsense spilling from cataract blue eyes. 


As I turn from milk to meat 

I painfully shed my confining skin, 

the growth I achieve travels from tongue to heart, 
replacing previously integral parts. 


As I turn from milk to meat 

the lamb that resides in the back of my mind 
begins to grow lion’s fangs, 

demanding to roam in the foreground. 


As I turn from milk to meat 
the sought after white noise of praise 


dwindles into a need of clean air and space. 


As the sun dawns upon my foundation’s final settlement, 
I turn from milk to meat. 


Ta-Mela Jeffries 


45 


EX UMBRA VOLUME 37 


Song of Freedom: A Short Story 


She has been up all night, nursing, bathing and trying to comfort the 
baby. The doctor had told her to monitor his fever closely. She had 
wanted to take him to the hospital but her husband had forbidden her. 
She had been so scared for him, all night she had held him close, 
singing to him, lulling him to sleep. She hadn’t slept for more than 
an hour last night, so she had been late getting up. There was no 
breakfast made and no smell of fresh coffee permeating through the 
house. She knew what was going to happen! 


Her heart was beating so fast its vibration shook her anxious body. 
Her sweaty palms chammied down the banister she held for support. 
She knew what was coming! 


Her mouth was dry and the bitter taste in it made her nauseous. As 
She tried to descend the stairs her vision blurred and she 
stumbled...she woke him! She knew it was time! 


As he staggered over to her, the familiar stench of old pee and liquor 
hit her, her stomach lurched and she was transported. 


The place grew quiet, her body relaxed and she felt strangely excited, 
slightly aroused. As his palm made violent contact with her left cheek 
she felt the soft caress of a man’s hand on her face. She gave a small 
smile and closed her eyes so she could focus only on the moment, 
only on him. She covered the burning area as if to 
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prevent the touch from escaping. As he grabbed her by her hair and 
threw her across the room, she felt the hands gently stroking and 
twirling the lengths of her hair, tugging at her to lie on the man’s firm 
chest. As she fell across the table and dislocated her shoulder, her 
nipples grew hard and her body moistened. 


As the stench followed her, she could taste his husky cologne in her 
mouth, she swallowed. He was on top of her now. As his fist 
pummeled down on her face breaking her jaw and opening a jagged 
wound on her forehead, she felt the firm, yet sensual kiss of a man, 
his tongue demanding attention. She licked his red saliva from her 
lips. He was choking her now, and as she felt the man’s fingers 
gently exploring the folds of her womanhood, her back arched, her 
eyes closed and she gasped for air. 


As the reek of pee started to fade, she knew she was alone. She lay on 
the table, gently quivering, yearning for his touch. After a short while 
he was back and in his hand he held the knife that she had hidden 
under her pillow. She was fully aroused. As the pain from her 
shoulder raced through her body she felt a warm prickling sensation 
all over. Her body silently was beseeching his return. As the stench 
of pee started to suffocate her she knew he was ready. Instinctively, 
she opened her legs to receive him. Her nipples saluted and her 
insides rained champagne in honor of the man that brought her such 
contentment. She was ready! 


As the point of the knife perforated her skin and sank into her spleen 
she screamed in pleasure, clawing the sides of the table desperately 
trying to clutch something. She felt him withdraw his 
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manhood and she became agitated, she wanted more, she mewled for 
more. As he invaded her again, this time segmenting her liver, she 
screamed and laughed with pleasure. Her hips raised off the 

table and she felt him move deep inside her. Her entire body was 
clammy now as the fluids of their copulation seeped into her pores. 
She closed her eyes tight and screamed as she felt him slice through 
her stomach and intestines; her body shivered with approval and she 
moaned again. 


And as the knife punctured her left breast and pierced her heart, she 
felt the orgasms ripple and rock her entire frame. She shook violently 
and screamed and laughed and cried until her body grew still. She 
heard him bellow incoherently as he, too, came and she heard 
nothing. 


As her body grew limp with exhaustion she lay there basking in the 
aftermath of their embrace. As she looked into his eyes and saw the 


hatred buried there she knew...God had heard her prayers. 


Ambah Graham 
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A New Beginning 


The sun flows into her skin 

(that’s where it all began) 

wind is blowing hard and fast 

(because she knows that time has passed) 
her will is unending, uninhibited and free 
(in fact she is as strong as a tree) 

nature yields her destiny within 

(but to what end?) 

The sun sets, soothing her means 

(the water beside her whispers and gleams) 
The wind is as silent as breaking glass 
(she has found her way at last) 

the moon rises as she takes flight 

(she discovered a new world at night.) 

A sigh of relief as the sky exhales 

(I wonder if this is the last story she will tell?) 
The moonlight exits through her heart 

(it is time for her to depart) 

She flies away hoping to achieve, 

letting the future be her lead. 


P. Jones 
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Change Gone Come: 


A Dramatic Monologue 


My brotha, let me holla at you for a minute. 
You got some change? DAMN! 

You here for the march? That’s good. 

Man, I never prepared my life. 

Never worried about my fuckin’ future. 

You see what I look like? A shame, huh? 
Hell, you ain’t too far from where I’m at your damn self. 
Young blood, I ask myself this all the time. 
How did I end up here? 

Must have been the road that said, 

Do Not Enter 

or Dead-Fucking-End. 

You got a lighter, young blood? No? 

Damn, cigarettes ain’t helpin’ me none either. 
Hold up young blood. 


Stop pouring that wine out! DAMN! 
I hustled all day to get ya'll that shit. 
To hell with some dead homie. 


People today ain’t got no remorse for a nigga like me. 
Their eyes wide shut, pockets and purses padlocked, 
With their noses to the motherfuckin’ moon, man. 
You hear me? Huh? 

You act like you ain’t listenin’ to me. 
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That wine will sho’ warm my ass up. Yo wanna sip? 
....Astraight A student; a fuckin’ Vet and 
Wait a minute- let me handle this... . 


Where's my rock? Bitch you bednot by lyin! 
Imma cut yo motherfuckin’ ass right now. 
You besta have my shit. 


Like I was sayin, yeah man, a damn vet. 

I served in Nam 

with motherfuckas that couldn’t stand my ass. 
You know | ain’t never got no kinds of benefits. 
Them sorry bastards. 

The government aint Shit! Yeah, 

That White House ain’t Shit, 

Them crackers ain’t Shit. 


Bitch, hurry up wit my rock! 
Cause that’s My Shit! You know what I’m sayin’? 


What you doin’ here young blood? 

If I were you, I wouldn’t be no where near this mess. 
It’s all propaganda for the white man. 

It’s all a set up, this march’s stupidness. 

Hell, they marched in the sixties, 

All they got was two dead niggas. 

Who the hell is this Louis Farrakan nigga? 
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Who he gone save? Huh? 
I’m right across the street an’ he ain’t speakin’ to me. 


Ain’t that right, ya'll? 


Hold on, let me hit this Shit. 

Damn, now that’s the Shit, my nigga. 
Let me sit my ass down. 

Motherfuckas ain’t tryin’ to help out me. 
I’m on this Shit, and this Shit is for real. 


Hold up, bitch. I ain't done yet. 
Can’t you see a nigga talkin? Damn! 
Motherfuckas ain't got no manners. 


Like I was sayin’... 

What was I sayin’? 

Ain’t nobody tryin’ to help a brotha’ out. 

This march, young blood, you wastin’ your qa: 
Comin’ out here to see this madness. 

To me, it’s just a way to get some change. 
That’s the only change imma see. 


Some spare change. 


You take care, young blood. 
Make some change for all our sorry asses. 


Jonathan Patton 
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Her 


And I’m saying 

Desire is the name of the game, 

while beauty is how I pronounce her name. 
And I am but a love-struck servant 
captured by the radiance of her smile. 


Her, my delightful queen, 
My beautiful ebony. 

How could this be? 

How can we maintain, 
Remain, 

After all things 

that have been done. 
Said. 


Tears that have been cried. 

For the many years we’ ve tried. 
For what? 

For all we’ve been through. 
For who? 

You. 


Cleo 
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I Ride 


I ride all day, AC on high 

feelin’ cool as The Fonz, 

ade, 

Music blasting, phone charging, windows tinted. 
I feel power when 

I ride. 


Rain, sleet, hail, I step out 

of my ride, clean. 

My ride, however, stains like a rotten banana. 
Low on energy, gasping for air- 

But what do I do? 

I step out of 

My Ride 

On the coldest night. 


Dawn sneaks up and party time is over. 
My Ride 

Still out there waiting. 

So me and my new love slide in 

then, like never before, 

she stabs me in the back, 

and I go nowhere. 


Franklin Dancy Jr. 
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An Honest Plea 


God, give me the strength to conquer any obstacles 
placed in my path of dreams. 

I give my heart to you in faith. 

You will lead me to a better place in life 

and a promised land after. 

I try to fight these ill circumstances 

that help set up the downfalls in my battle. 

But I know the war is not lost. 

I am a soldier who has been advised by vets, 

just too hardheaded to take advantage of help. 
And for that I am trying to make up for lost time, 
lost loves and lost faith. 

Where did I go wrong? 

Where did guidance lose respect for me? 

Is it possible to dodge wrong when you live in it? 
My only true peace is sleep 

and that doesn’t happen often. 

Only in my dreams is everything perfect. 

I struggle to put my dreams into my everyday life. 
I guess that faith is torn, 

ripped old and worn, 

but strong. 

God be with me, 

because it seems no one else is. 


Rosa Lee McBride 
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Black America Walking 


As she walks, 

a whirlwind of hard-nipped coldness 
suppresses my anxiety, while enticing my flesh. 
The sun beams a blessed light into my eyes 

as it goes down into its earthly bed of darkness. 
Black America walks by, 

with her flag of attire reflecting the sky. 

Blue scarf, red and white striped coat. 

A blue scarf\for the blood 

that dripped from slave boats, 

spilled by the rednecks 

who killed her ancestors. 

The coat sheds as the years go by. 

Aging, 

with a weight upon her shoulders, 

like gravel being dumped onto a driveway. 
Flesh and synthetics growing older 

as she walks. 

Black America is walking. 


Simona Barrett 
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Is He Upset With Me 


As I sit in the grass under the shady trees 

A beautiful red robin flies through the breeze 
When I look in the sky, heaven smiles at me 
And everything around me is full of glee 


Everything is pleasant and going my way 

Today started out to be a beautiful day 

But with a blink of an eye everything started to go down 
The smile I once saw in the sky is now a frown 


As Irun I notice, the robin is no longer flying 
And just that quick, the heavens are crying 


The beautiful day it started out to be 
The shade is now gone that was under the tree 
I stare and I ponder if this is a sign from Thee 


And on the inside I wonder if He is upset with me 


Lavoris Hutcherson 
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Silent Scream 
He is a 12 week old fetus 
with a heart that beats 120 times a minute. 
He is defiantly a human being. 


His fate was decided before his conception 

in 1973 the case of Roe vs. Wade. 

Because of women’s rights, his are not considered. 
But he won’t go easy. 

Can YOU hear his scream? 


His heart beats faster as his sanctuary is violated. 
He is about to encounter DEATH! 
But all you hear is silence. 


His heart is beating 200 times a minute. 
frantic as they suck the life out of him. 
His fate is unavoidable. 


In this small space there is nowhere to hide. 
Trapped, dying but still fighting back, 

they won’t take him in one piece. 

His refusal leaves his limbs torn from his body. 
And finally his head with his mouth still open. 


YOU didn’t hear his scream! 
He was some being growing inside you 


Now his life is over 


Tiffany S. Kirkland 
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Democracy Lost 


As I sit in this cold jail cell 

I am in arage. All I ever wanted 

Was equality. The system is contaminated. 
Three strikes and I’m out for life. 

To hell with the system and what it stands for. 


segregated psyche 
multicultural mind 
integrated division 
3" eye blind 


misled legislation 
unguided unity 

digital devastation 
indemnified immunity 


failed forefathers 
manipulated mother nature 
lopsided liberty 
illegitimate instigators 


juxtaposed justice 
negotiating nations 
cherished choices 
unexplained explanations 
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reprimanded revelations 
vindicated visionaries 
limited limitations 
americanized adversaries 


ungrateful gratification 
systematic stereotypes 
caucasian cocaine 
black crack pipes 


separated socially 
economically unequal 
political prisoner 


passionate peoples 


Jonathan Patton 
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